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In sending out the following little 
band of fiigitives to the world, the author 
would solicit for them all the &vor which 
a kind public can spare in theur behalf 
The writer's residence is fitr out in Wis- 
consin, and she can not claim for herself 
all those appliances and privileges, which 
belong to individuals in older and more 
&vored sections of the Union. The 
reader, into whose hands my little book 
may &11, will certainly do me the justice 
to admit that one virtue at least at- 
taches to my sketches: they are brief 
This, with me, is as much a virtue as 
any thing else. Essays or sketches, 
when of any serious length, aie ^j^ld^^'c&L 



PREFACE. 



or never read, except, perhaps, by the 
writer himself, or by the poor proof- 
reader, who, despite of duUness, must 
read every thing thrust into his hands. 
My inklings are, likewise, of a practical 
and moral cast throughout. I have 
usually sought, while writing, to illus- 
trate some Scriptural fact or principle, 
with what success, however, the reader 
must decide. 

The authoress, in closing, would say, 
that while she can not promise any great 
literary treat in the perusal of her small 
volume, she has yet the assurance to 
believe that neither the mind nor the 
heart of the reader will be injured in 
the perusal of any of the articles fol- 
lowing. K. A. S. 

Dodsiemne, Wis., December, 1850. 
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Stotji of 3&uts. 

Mtstebioub and awfiil is death under 
any circumstances. When we see man 
grappling with this, his last enemy, 
with the certainty of being vanquished, 
whether he is great or mean, noble or 
ignoble, our admiration of the one and 
contempt of the other are alike ab- 
sorbed in the mingled emotions of pity 
and awe. 

But when we see Moses — ^the man of 
mighty soul and meek spirit — ^in the un- 
abated vigor of his firm manhood, with 
the prophetic fire of his penetrating eye 
undinmied, turning calmly with willisL^ 
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footsteps to seek his appointed place 
die^ we are transfixed with intense i 
terest We have just beheld him, wi 
a father's love and a prophet's fidthfi 
ness, pronounce his last blessing up< 
the murmuring, but beloved peop 
whom he had served for more than for 
years. He has brought them, with lab 
and difficulty, to the verge of the proi 
ised land — ^the land which is to realize 
them their fondest hopes and most \ 
dent desires — ^that land which he is n< 
to behold with his eyes, but which 1 
feet may not enter. As the last blej 
ing drops firom his paternal lips, he cas 
a yearning fexewell look, which he tm 
not his lips to utter. Who may tell t 
overwhehning emotions which heave 1 
noble breast, as he bends his steps 
the shelving sides of Mount Nebo 
the people, endeared to him by a thr 
sand tender recollections, behind; 
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Canaan befoie, just now to burst upon 
his longing sight; and then, in some 
secret spot, to lay him down and die, 
mthout a soft hand to caress, or a tender 
look to soothe him in the last conflict? 
The history of his long, eventftd life, 
passes in lively reminiscence before his 
eye. The rushy ark, the sumptuous 
court, the hasty flight, the burning bush, 
the wondrous miracles, the dry passage 
between the watery walls of the inter- 
vening sea, the forty days' conference 
with the great I AM on the lightning- 
wrapped Sinai, the brazen serpent, the 
waters of Meribah — all pass in quick 
review before his mental sight 

He stands upon the towering hight 
of Pisgah, his countenance beaming with 
grateftd delight, as his calm, earnest eye 
scans the verdant groves and blue sum- 
mits of the distant hills, or rests upon 
the fer-stretched plains : aaoxi ^xissoisis^ 
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the meandering Jordan, till it hushes its 
murmuring music in the distant sea — 
Canaan, in its luxuriant beauty, in foil 
view: he drinks in the long-wished sight. 
Reclining upon a mossy couch, shaded 
by a leafy canopy, his head resting on 
the everlasting arm — ^the heavenly Ca- 
naan, with its bridal chy, openiBg to his 
view — he loses sight of the earthly 
inheritance, while his soul plumes her 
eager pinions for her celestial abode. 
Separated fix)m the people, endeared by 
affinify and long association, he reposes 
in an unknown tomb. 



^-^^1^^^ 
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Soiiit suit Sniot^oit* 

Much has been said and sung of 
fiiendship. It has been personified^ 
apostrophized^ and almost deified. Di- 
vested of the coloring it takes fi*om 
fimcy, it stands forth in its native sim- 
pUdty, as portrayed in the history of 
Jonathan and David : the one a courtly 
prince, heir-apparent to IsraeFs throne : 
the other a simple shepherd youth, 
breathing soft music firom his heart and 
lute. The royal lineage of the one, and 
the humble origin of the other, could 
form no barrier between their kindred 
souls. 

Were I to describe them in person, I 
would say, this, with the courtly bearing, 
the quiet, perceptive eye, and benevo- 
lent countenance, bow flung gallantly 
over his arm, with the othet ^nVs^^ 



L 



12 80BAPS AND POEMS. 

diiections to his attendant page, is Jonar 
than. That fiur youth, holding a shep- 
herd's crook in his hand, and a harp 
hanging graoeftdly over his shoulder, his 
noble soul speaking through his gazeUe- 
like eye, the rich blood gushing warmly 
up from his generous heart and mantling 
his ruddy &ce, is David. 

Never was there friendship more pure 
and disinterested than that of Jonathan 
for David; and never was friendship re- 
ciprocated with more fervent and gener- 
ous devotion ! We see the noble young 
friend incurring his father's displeasui^ 
and waiving his right of succession t 
the throne, to cherish an affection f 
his youthfrd friend, unparalleled as 
was pure and lasting. When narroT 
escaping the javelin of his incen 
father, he retired, not to break c 
friendship fraught with so much da 
to himself, but to give timely wa^ 
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and comfort to his persecuted firiend; 
for, says the beauti&l narrative, he loved 
him as his own soul. Most truly and 
tenderly was he loved in return. When 
intelligence of the death of his friend 
was brought to David, his heart swelled 
with emotions ahnost too painfiilly ten- 
der for utterance, and he exclaimed, ^^I 
am distressed for thee, my brother Jona- 
than. Very pleasant hast thou been to 
me. Thy love to me was wonderfrQ; 
passing the love of woman!" 
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€)}t '^nmtt of (floprnrt. 

WJU T l ' JN ON HXABOrO ▲ SERMON ISOM SXY. H. B. SMITH. 

"But erelong all sense of these things faded. 
As the spell grew strong on my chained soul." 

Felicia Hemamb. 

0, I have felt the witching charms 
of earth's loveliness steal over my joyous 
spirit, like a dream of flowers in the 
days of my early childhood ; the smiling 
mom of life, when the wild carol of the 
wood-bird, the tinseled wing of the but- 
terfly, the scaly silver of the sportive 
fish, or the laughing eye of the heath 
flower, had power to wake to joy my 
bounding heart. When the dream-like 
joys of childhood had passed away, anr 
the rill-like current of my feelii^ bega 
to flow in a deeper channel, I hai? 
listened to the murmur of the casca/' 
the breathing of the zephyr, the w 
pering of the leaflet, and the warbl 
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of the songster, till all nature seemed 
but one continued gush of melody, pour- 
ing forth into the ear of its Creator. 

I have gazed upon the ocean of floral 
beauty, blushing with every varying tint 
of loveliness, upon the gorgeous sunset 
mantled with the golden drapery of 
heaven, and on the melting azure stud- 
ded with its burning gems, tiU my 
wondering soul, transported with the en- 
chantment of beauly, seemed to gaze 
into the very paradise of God. 

Touched by the wand-like spirit of 
romance, my heart has thrilled with the 
conflicl4 emotions of joy and sorrow, 
emulation or contempt, pily or indigna- 
tion, as its magic mirror reflected the 
&bled^ deeds of old. But never has my 
soul been moved bs this living picture 
moves it now. I have seen the aged 
veteran of the cross, bending beneath 
the winfay weight of ye«ta, ^\v^ m^ 
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exulting in his summer strength, i 
the stripling boy in the spring-time 
his life, ascend the sacred desk; 1 
never before have I seen fcdher and i 
meet within its holy precincts. 

My soul sinks with anxiety as t 
boyish form rises, with abashed digni 
before his reverend sire. Is he consci 
of the anxious shade that sits upon 
fiither's brow? He kneels in pray 
he rises with solemn grace; he op 
the sacred book. Paul reasons of ri 
eousness, temperance, and judgme^ 
come. He has lost the consciou 
of every thing, save the soul-abs' 
interest of his high commission 
ye into all the world, and pref 
Gospel to every creature." Tk 
ing flush that stole across h' 
brow has given place to glow 
Does he rehearse the words of 
apostle, wrapped in visions 



or is it the divinity that stirs within 
himself? Anxiety gives place to admi- 
ration. He reasons of righteousness — 
conviction seizes the guilty conscience; 
of temperance— half formed resolves 
tremble upon the quivering lips; of 
judgment — ^they tremble; of the final 
judgment — they look aghast, while the 
pillars of eternity shake, the heavens 
gather blackness, the sun is shrouded in 
a pall of midnight gloom, the moon 
weeps blood, the stars, affrighted, lose 
their balance and are quenched in na- 
ture's unavailing tears! The cloud of 
apprehension has passed fi*om that ven- 
erable brow. Proud of his highly-gifted 
son, a smile (rf joy plays over his face, 
gratefiil that Heaven accepts, with such 
signal marks o£ approbation, the child 
that was dedicated an earty offering to 
his God. 
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WHO DEED IN INFANCT. 

Yeabs have gone by, and thy loveli- 
ness, sweet sister of my soul, has long 
since faded from my memory, but not 
from my imagination. In my joyous 
moments, when the merry mood is upon 
me, and my exuberant spirits break 
forth like the impetuous rush of waters, 
suddenly I fency thy gentle presence 
near me, and I feel a hushing influence 
stealing over my vivacious temper, as 
the kissing zephyr breathes calmness to 
the bounding wave. When Memory, 
with her wizard spell, conjures up th'^ 
ghosts of departed pleasures, and r 
throbbmg heart gazes Imgeringly r 
the past, looks listlessly upon the [ 
ent, and glances shrinkingly upon 
future; when the soul herself sit 
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and solitary, surrounded with the shat- 
tered spoils of wasted hopes and blighted 
expectations, and that momentary wea- 
riness of life weighs down her vigorous 
&culties like a leaden anchor, a dream- 
like sense of thy pure spirit dispels the 
soul-sickening reverie, and restores tran- 
quillify and joy, as the delicate vapor 
imparts strength and beaufy to the 
storm-trodden flower. 

I love to think of thee, pure being, 
not as thou wast, a frail and drooping 
bud, wasting beneath the cold atmos- 
phere of a heartless world, but as thou 
art^ a bright and glowing blossom bask- 
ing in the warm sunshine of surrounding 
glory, and expanding, with un&ding 
beauiy, under the balmy skies of un- 
changing life and love. 
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BEAunFULLT tender and luxuriant is 
the mother's aflfection for her lovely, 
helpless child. It is not the product of 
culture or refinemeni It is sown in the 
heart by the productive hand of Him 
who is of tender compassion. It springs 
spontaneously, and gushes with spark- 
ling fullness toward its endearing object 
The cultivated and refined may clothe it 
in words so fitly spoken, that it may 
seem like apples of gold in pictures of 
silver; but still it is the same instinctive 
principle in all, ever moving the hand to 
kind offices, and modulating the tones 
to the sweetness of the mellow harp- 
string. 

I once saw an unlettered mother, of 
rustic and simple manners. She had 
laid her clinging infant in a sandy bed, 



/ 
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in the bosom of a vast and wild prairie. 
It was the only wakeless sleeper in that 
lonely spot Touching was the sight, as 
that disconsolate mother turned moum- 
My from her cherished idol, to wend 
her cheerless way to her childless home. 

Let me draw a vail over the rustic 
mourner, for ^^the heart knoweth its own 
bitterness.'' Bitter, indeed, must have 
been the anguish of the heart; for it was 
not alleviated by the consolations of 
religion. 

Years sped noiselessly by; another 
and still another conjugal pledge clus- 
tered around that domestic hearth-stone. 
I spoke to these young immortals of 
the Savior's love; to the mother of her 
weighty responsibilities. She confessed 
she did not realize them as she ought. 
I urged upon her the necessity of prayer. 
She said she had never prayed, except 
for one object, and tha.t '^^a* fet *Ss^ 
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quiet sleeper in that lonely grave; 
"and," added she, "many is the weary 
night I have spent in watching, through 
the dim moonlight, the envied spot which 
contained my richest treasure, and im- 
plored God that the next who fell a 
victim to death might be buried by her 
lonely side." A sad smile broke over 
those hard features, as she said, "He 
answered my request; for, within one 
month, one was laid on either side, as if 
to guard my defenseless babe fix)m the 
prowling wolf and the screaming catar 
mount." 

Much moral darkness and superstition 
was manifest in the relation of her 
simple tale; but much, also, of a moth- 
er's pure and quenchless love shone 
through that darkness, as the chaste 
starlight bursts and difiuses itself over 
the dim night-cloud that covers the face 
oS the &ii sky. 



A 
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I tamed musingly away. Memory^ 
busy memory, ever calling up the past ! 
I thought of one that watched, with an 
angel's solicitude, over my own helpless 
in&ncy, my restive childhood, my way- 
ward youth, and whose sainted lips are 
still invoking blessings on the head of 
an absent but unforgotten child. I 
turned away, and blessed God for a 
mother's warm and ceaseless love. 




/ 
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Wkre I to personify Religion, I would 
call her the sweet angel of Mercy, 
descending firom holiest and happi- 
est heaven, to the most polluted and 
wretched of earth. Herself stainlessly- 
pure, she stoops to the most loathsomely 
defiled; purifies and elevates them from 
being slaves of sin and death, to joint 
heirship with the sons of light Calmly 
benignant, she pours consolation and 
hope into the wretched and despairing 
heart. 

The changeless fiiend of man, she 
accompanies him through the dangerous 
journey of life. She counsels him in 
diflSculties, relieves him in distress, com- 
forts him in affliction, soothes him in 
sorrow, conducts him gently to the open- 
ing tomb, softly shuts his peacefol eye 
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upon his natiye earth, and opens to his 
enraptured gaze the Ruleless beauties of 
his brighter home. 

Touchingly beautifiil are the lingering 
traces of earth's pencilings upon his 
memory. Her verdant hills, her waving 
plains, her rippling streams, her kindred 
ties, all return upon the departing soul 
like the last melting cadence of a dis* 
tant harp. But who may tell the living 
glories that break upon his view, as she 
opens to him the gates of pearl, and 
leads him through the golden streets! 
Here glides the purling stream of life. 
Here changeless verdure greets the wel- 
come eye. Celestial music from seraphic 
strings, floats sweetly on the softened 
breeze. The flowers of paradise unfad- 
ing bloom, and waft their firagrance on 
the balmy m. The wing-vailed seraph 
and the white-robed saint join with rap- 
tnie in ascribing blessing, 9Si^ \i<^s^^^ 
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and ^orr, and paver, to Him that sits 
upoD tlie throne, and to the Lamb for- 
ever! Who, then, bat would weloonie, 



open anns and heart, this heayen- 
sent messenger of peace and lo^e? 
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Spring ! spring ! the gay, the beautiful, 
with lambkins, flowers, and sunshine! 
Vegetation, from the fidry hare-bell to 
the kingly oak, proclaims her reigning 
qmen. Proud Britain's feir Victoria 
meets not more cordial greetings. Hil- 
locks smile, cascades leap, streamlets 
laugh, birds carol, and flowers exhale 
their choicest odors, in honor of her 
presence. Nature's carpeting, richly 
brocaded with flowers, is spread for her 
footsteps. Gracefully she glides over 
hill and valley; upon her head rests 
a crown of roses, gemmed with sunlight ; 
her green robe flutters on the breeze ; in 
her hand waves an ivy scepter, wreathed 
with rose and myrtle. Her lips breathe 
fragrance, her eye sheds light, her touch 
gives pleasure. SpraigV t\ifc\ycvsgc^'^B5^ 
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lovely! We hail her youthful majesty 
with loyalty and joy. 



S3S> 
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That dusky-looking house, imbrowned 
by tiine, with its antique roof, and old- 
&shioned cellar-kitchen opening upon a 
spring, whose gurgling water was sweeter 
than nectar to my youthful Ups — ^its 
broad, green grass-plot, interspersed with 
white clover and waddling ducklings, tall 
dandelions and downy chickens — that 
glassy lake, whose rippling music fell so 
softly upon my young ear, emptying its 
bright waters almost at the door — ^all 
are to me the very Eden-spot of mem- 
ory. There the glad sunlight first fell 
upon my unconscious eyes. Here the 
starry-winged butterfly first challenged 
my pursuit, ever eluding my eager grasp, 
but still wooing me to join in the futile 
chase. Here I first learned to lisp the 
names loved and reveteiwifedL ^\^ Vsa» 
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than God — ^those of fdOier and mother: 
a father whose sterner vutues were soft- 
ened by an abnost femmine delicacy of 
taste and gentleness of manners — a 
&ther long smce an inhabitant of the 
"better land;" of mother, the one of all 
others who gave impulse and direction 
to my childish movements, 



" WTio ran to help me when I fell. 
And would some prettj story tell. 
Or kiss the place to make it well;" 

that mother, now many a tedious mile 
distant, like the aged patriarch, bending 
on the top of her staff, and only waiting 
the welcome invitation, "Come up high- 
er," to rejoin the long-absent but unfor- 
gotten one with whom, hand in hand, 
she had for years trodden the uneven 
path of life. 

Brothers and sisters, too, clustered 
around that dear old hearth: they of 
the happy tone and merry laugh, which 



\ 
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was the outburst of joy and gladness — 
tones and laughter which have lost that 
sUvery note, in the graver duties of 
active life. One there was, in that well- 
remembered group, whose being seemed 
identified with my own— the mischiev- 
ous, the fim-loving Kate. We were 
attracted by opposite qualities : she pos- 
sessed an unconquerable love of frolic 
and adventure, while I, who followed her 
as her shadow, was timid and cowardly 
to a fiiult Three years my senior, she 
led the way as her capricious fitncy dicta- 
ted. " The doll's toilet is to be the order 
of the morning," said I. ^^This is too 
tame," said Kate; "let us cage the posy- 
colored butterflies." "'Tis of no use," 
rejoined I, "they escape from under our 
very fingers. We'll gather a basket of 
slender dandelions, and curl them into 
silvery tresses." "Throw them away," 
cried Kate, "our bonnets ^\Si ossxx^ 
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them. We will go and drive the saucy 
^shiners' from yonder pebbly outlet." 
Equipped with a willow twig, a long 
thread, and a pin-hook, away we bound. 
Off goes the cumbersome shoe, and, at 
the first splash upon the treacherous 
water, away goes the timid fry! Thus 
ends our fishing expedition, resumed 
and abandoned for the hundredth time. 
Then, as a last resort, we would ramble 
for hours along the shrubby shores of 
that beautiful lake, which smiled and 
sparkled in the bright sunlight, like 
mirth upon the face of beauty. And 
when the sun was wending his way to 
the western shore, laden with a* rich 
trophy of trumpet honeysuckle and frar 
grant winter-green, we retraced our 
steps, doubtfiil whether we had not 
exceeded our allotted bounds; sagely 
resolving to soften our mother's dis- 
pleasure with the brightest posy and 
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largest winter-green, and a well-meant 
promise of reform. 

Noble Sigoumey ! true to your woman- 
ly nature, when, in the fkce of prudish 
custom, you decreed that the little girl 
should not be punished as a romp, should 
she amuse herself in the open ah* ! Bliss- 
ful days, buoyant with sportiyeness and 
health, you stand in bold relief on the 
tablet of memory, like the master-piece 
of genius. 




L 
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Saw you one passing over waste and 
field, his thin garments covered with 
snow, his feet shod with sandals of ice, 
his withered fingers grasping chains of 
fix)st, his locks white and hoary, his 
forehead bound with icicles, and his eye 
cold and piercing? This is WintOT! 
He is old and gray now, for he had his 
birth with Time. When earth was 
young, then his infitnt wail sounded 
&intly on the distant blast. He has 
returned annually for six thousand years, 
to assert his disputed sovereignty with 
his gentler rival. Autumn. Mark you 
how his disloyal subjects quake with fear 
in his presence! The songsters of the 
forest, which gladdened the court of 
Autamn with their sweet minstrelsy, 
I fly to milder regions, as he others 
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around him his stem cabinet of Wind, 
and Storm, and Tempest. The blushing 
tenants of the plain turn pale with ter- 
ror, and hide themselves beneath some 
leafy covert, as he seizes and binds the 
sunny rill and leaping brooklet. The 
timid aspen and the oaken giant quail 
at the sound of his approacL A cold 
SHule freezes upon his stem &ce, a^ with 
his icy foot, he tramples upon the last 
vestige of verdant loveliness. Like an 
imperious despot, he exults in producing 
terror and havoc throughout his domin- 
ions. Now seized with a prank of his 
youth, he takes his firost-wand and builds 
castles, and cities, and forts, peopling 
them with mimic images, all dressed in 
silvery tissue. As if in mockery, he 
hangs strings of pearl upon the scraggy 
necks of sturdy trees, and freezes the 
soft dew-drop in the eye of the delicate 
Tose. But mirthftil Spring \s\>e&stfc\s!issj^ 
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courtesying and smiling in his wrinkled 
&Ge. He turns, and slowly and gram- 
blingly retires to the place of his re- 
treat, lest her sunny look bring tear-drops 
in his cold eye. 




.L 
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Few eaxs are so tuneless as not to be 
pleased with the dulcet tones of musia 
It has had its admirers and devotees 
since the molning stars sang together. 
The antediluvian, Lamech, chanting his 
confessions to Adah and Bilhah, was con- 
scious of its subduing influence, and thus 
moves them to extenuate his guilt The 
masterly Orpheus felt its power, when, 
stung with the loss of his charming 
Euiydice, he grasps his sweet-stringed 
lyre, enters the Plutonian dominions, 
and complains so melodiously that the 
inexorable king consents to restore him 
his lovely bride. The inimitable Psalm- 
ist felt its inspiration, and poured forth 
his soul in strains that still vibrate 
throughout the Christian world. It has 
had, and still has, its modeni %& n^^ ^^ 
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ancient yotaries; from the loud vocalist, 
chanting with harp and voice the rich 
strains of his written melody, to the 
nature-loving Willis, whose melting soul 
chimes to the sounds of ^unwritten mu- 
sic/' the growing of the grass, or the 
pattering of the ndn-drops. But, wher- 
ever or however it may be produced — 
by the swelling organ or the shooting 
of a crystal by moonlight — ^its charm is 
felt by the rude savage and the refined 
connoisseur. But no tones, save those 
swept by the skillfiil hand of Gabriel 
from his golden harp, conld so charm my 
ear or thrill my soul, as the first warm 
phrases fix)m the heart and tongue oi 
one but just translated fix)m the king- 
dom of darkness into the kingdom of 
God's dear Son. 



80BAPS AND POEMS. 39 



L 



As the gracefiil, fragile flower is to 
the substantial plant, so is woman phys- 
ically, and perhaps mentally, to man. 
Since her smile first lit up with brighter 
radiance the pure light of Eden, to the 
present time, has she wielded an influ- 
ence, for good or evil, over the destiny 
of man. Prompted by the deshre to 
knawj she put forth her daring hand^ 
plucked and ate the banefiil firuii Jjdt 
fluenced by her example^ the man also 
ate. The bitter consequences of this 
&tal error all mankind too fiilly know. 
Abraham prays God, ^0, that Ishmael 
might live before thee!" Sarah say% 
^^Cast out the bondwoman and her sonl" 
and Ishmael becomes a wanderer in a 
trackless desert The ambitious Semi- 
ramis, with a bland simLe, ^\sM!fe% *dc^ 
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crown of her royal husband upon her 
own head; servants are to obey her 
commands for one hour, on penalty of 
death. Noble lords seize Ninus and 
bind binL The betrayed king, smiling 
apprehensively, affects to think it a mere 
&roe; but the command is imperious, 
and the doating husband fidls a victim 
to the treachery of his queen. Fasci- 
nated by the soft blandishments of the 
charmingly-beautiful but artfiil Gleopar 
tra, the brave Mark Antony abandons 
his courageous fleet, which, after a short 
resistance, fidls into the hands of his 
rival, Octavius. The beautiful, Mse 
Helen, of Trojan memory, and the cal- 
lous-hearted Mary of England, are the 
last samples I wiU mention of the perveiy 
sion of female influence. 

But there are brighter lines in this 
female portraiture — ^names imperishable 
as virtue. The pious Hannah, devoting 
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her only son to the service of God in 
the distant temple; the generous Shu- 
namite, solicitmg her husband to make 
a little chamber for the man of God, 
and when the prophet would present her 
to the king, she replies as one whose 
court is the hearts of her friends: «I 
dwell among my own people." Another 
example is the heroic Esther, bravely 
hazarding her own life to intercede for 
her people devoted to destruction. Cor- 
n^, justly celebrated in history for her 
superior mind and liberal education, 
chose rather to be distinguished as the 
mother of the Gracchi, if they ennobled 
themselves by virtuous deeds, than to 
be known as the daughter of the illus- 
trious Scipio Africanus. The generous 
Isabella of Spain, the warm patroness 
of the immortal Columbus; the empress 
queen, Maria Theresa, of Austria, who 
swayed as with a silken cotd ^k^^ ^%sv^ 
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spirits of her wide-spread dominions, aie 
fine examples of well-directed female 
influence. The yigorous, lofty-minded 
mother of the apostolic Wesley incul- 
cated those habits of manly self-denial 
and mflexible vui^ue, which, joined to 
his fervent piety in later life, rendered 
him so eminently successfiil in carrying 
out his eyangelical plans for the salva- 
tion of mankmd. I pass with reluc- 
tance a whole constellation of stars, of 
the first magnitude, in this female gal- 
axy : a Caroline Herschell, a Mrs. Sum- 
merville, Lady Maxwell, Mrs. Fletcher, 
Mrs. Rogers, Mrs. Sigoumey, Joanna 
Baillie, Miss Sedgwick, Miss Leslie, Faur 
ny Forrester, and more than a score of 
others I might name ; but why Individ? 
ualize? 

The ladies of Christendom, en masse^ 
especially the highly-&vored &ir ones of 
the United States, have attained an 
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eminence &om which they should proud- 
ly look down upon every thing ignoble 
or demoralizing. They hold a position, 
which/ next to the Bible, they owe to 
the intelligence, refinement, and gallanir 
ry of their noUe-hearted countrymen. 
Biurbarians and semi-barbarians, in pro* 
portion as they are sunk in ignorance 
and vice, degrade and undervalue female 
influence and companionship. May she 
ever hold, gracefiilly but firmly, the lofty 
position which the great Creator, the 
giver of all good, designed she should 
hold, when he gave her as his crowning 
gift to man! 
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Your bonnet, fidr leader, if you are a 
lover of natuie, and away we will hie for 
an hour or two, over a part of the fairest 
portion of our &ir world, leaving for the 
present eastern hills and rooks to ^chip- 
mucks" and conies. Equip yourself 
with a sun-shade, to protect your head 
from the rays of King Sol, who looks 
with too intense an interest upon one 
who has been wont to hide beneath some 
refreshing shade from his earnest eye. 

Away! away! over a beautifiiUy-unr 
dulating surface, carpeted with a most 
delicate green, and bounded by the dis- 
tant horizon. K you are a botanist, 
seat yourself upon this mimic hill ; take 
your eye-glass, and we will analyze some 
of the finest specimens you ever beheld. 
K your botanical conscience does not 
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reprove you, you C5an classify and fetter 
mthin your herbarium the most charm- 
ing array of beauty that Flora ever left 
e]q>osed to the &ir kidnapper's grasp: 
from the shrinking mimosa to the shin- 
ing bell, that nods proudly to the pass- 
ing breeze; monopetalous polypetalous, 
erect, pendent, embracing every variety 
of form, from the campanulate to the 
rotate, and every shade, from the milki- 
est white to the deepest crimson ; scol- 
loped, notched, fringed; wavmg gayly in 
the stirring air, or nodding lazily upon 
their graceful stalks. K dissecting sweet- 
ness and beauty is too barbarous a deed, 
we will pass on, and let them still regale 
the attentive breeze with their soft odors. 
Whiz ! goes the arrow-winged martin. 
The high-stilted snipe, with its semicir- 
cles of black and white about the beau- 
tifidly-colored head, stalks leisurely 
toward the nearest "slue," dwvci'g, '^vs. 
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long bill into the muddy water, atid 
nnceremonionsly saluting the unwary 
craw, and helpless insects that float 
upon the sur&ce. Here, on this little 
rise, you see the tall grass stirring 
briskly, as if the morning wind was vis- 
iting its slender tufts; it is moved by a 
flock of prairie chickens. Away they 
go, with heavy, rapid wing, making the 
air vibrate like a distant earthquake. 
Down in that gentle hollow, that looks 
like the soft lap of summer, are vast 
numbers of little birds of various tribes, 
some regaling themselves with whatever 
dame Nature has sown for theur support^ 
others warbling forth their notes of glad- 
ness, in such sweet melody, you can 
scarcely refrain from wishing yourself a 
mellow-throated bird, that you might 
join the feathery concert. 

If you have firm nerves and a brave 
spirit, we will venture a little &rtiier I 
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from your dwelling. Off scampers a 
whole herd of deer, tossing their heads, 
shaking their branching horns, and ply- 
ing their nimble limbs, till the air re- 
sounds with the clatter of theur slender 
boo& Yonder, in the direction of that 
cluster of houses, is a drove of domestic 
animals; some eagerly browsing, others 
deliberately ruminating upon the dainty 
grass already stored in their ample reti- 
cules ! In the direction of that mound, 
which reposes like an Indian chief oa 
the broad-bosomed prairie, dashes a troop 
of spirited horses, as if their freedom 
depended on their speed I Take care! 
you will set your foot upon that tiny 
snake; see, it is as green as the grass 
that covers its slight coils, and its dlender 
neck is decorated with an orange ribbon, 
dressed in its best to enjoy a morning 
stroU, or to call upon some other young 
snakeship. Do not pursue t\^t ^\v!^^^\^ 
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rattle, that vibrates upon your ear like 
the capsula of some flower handled by 
the wind; it is the sharp-&nged rattle- 
snake, in search of something upon 
which to &sten its deadly bite. That 
grayish animal, with spur nose and lan- 
tern jaws, looking like a dog strayed 
from a well-known master, is a prairie 
wolf prowling for some victim. K you 
have a stout heart, you need not fear to 
meet him; he will skulk away, only 
casting at you a look, half of fear and 
half of defiance. 

Now, gentle reader, we will bend our 
steps homeward, leaving the rivers and 
mounds, with all their interests and 
curiosities, for some fixture day. 
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A FAnrr line of light threaded the 
blue horizon — an unusual sound was 
borne along on the night-wind. The soft 
flowers folded their dewy leaves, and 
went nodding to their dreams; the light- 
er-winged birds flitted away to slumber 
in the distant grove; the heavier soil- 
fowl drooped its head under the cover 
of its broad wing. That ominous light, 
which but just now seemed like an elec- 
tric thread linking two neighboring 
clouds, is becoming broader and more 
intense. The blaze now starts fitfully 
as it is borne along on the brisk wind, 
accompanied by the crackling noise of 
a terrible fire. It rolls and surges as it 
comes onward and still onward, gather- 
ng strength as it comes — sweeping its 
earfiil pathway with its €;?i\&> d^sss^si^s^ 
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ting wings, like the besom of destiny. 
The clumsy, ill-feted bird, and the slow- 
footed animal, alike perish in the smol- 
dering ruin! One can scaxcely witness 
the riing fire ofaburning prairie, and 
the consternation of its ill-starred victims, 
without reflecting on the final conflagra- 
tion, in which the heavens shall pass 
away with a great noise, and the ele- 
ments shall melt with fervent heat; the 
earth also, and all that is therein, shall 
be burned up; and when men will cry 
for rocks and moimtains to fell on them, 
and hide them firom the fece of Him 
that sits upon the throne, whose pres- 
ence is as a burning fire ! 
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%mminut nf a /ihai- 

HABM0N7 H. expanded into woman- 
hood with the beauty and fi:eshness of a 
rose-flower. To a refined and cultivated 
mind she added a gracefiilness of man- 
ner and an elegance of person seldom 
equaled, perhaps never surpassed. Of 
a buoyant and happy temper, she looked 
upon the world as another paradise, 
which was to realize to her young heart 
the full fruition of its hopes. Of a warm 
imagination, she threw around others 
that rainbow coloring which himg over 
her own fidr sky with such Eden bright- 
ness; a heart full of generous impulses, 
she climg to those around her with a 
strength of attachment bordering on 
idolatry. 

Such was Harmony H. at the early 
age of fifteen. Five yeai» xasstfe ^^AS^^^ 
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experience to her early dreams. Appa- 
rently surrounded by all that could real- 
ize to her her bright expectations, she 
felt a secret dissatis&ction, an inward 
want, a yearning after something more 
satisfying, more substantial She was 
bowed in humble penitence at the foot 
of the cross, and there found that real 
happiness which she had vainly sought 
ui g^y^ty ^^d pleasure. 

Reverse of fortune removed her famr 
ily from their elegant mansion, to seek 
a humbler home in the distant west 
Harmony smiled as sweetly as before, 
saying that they had in heaven an en- 
during substance. She was now "dili- 
gent in business, fervent in spirit, serv- 
ing the Lord." Nobly did she bear up 
under the trials and difiSculties that 
beset her path. She also taught her 
young sisters to be industrious and self- 
j relying. Influenced by her example, 
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they, too, sought an interest m that bet- 
ter inheritance, through the mediation 
of Jesus Christ. But that delicate cas- 
ket had been too roughly shaken; ^^a 
rose whose root is death," began to bloom 
upon her faur cheek: consumption had 
marked her for its victim. She beheld 
its approach with composure. A pro- 
tracted cough and labored respiration 
soon performed their sad office. Over 
her pillow bent her beloved mother, in 
an agony of grief; her fiither supported 
her aching head with a trembling hand; 
her sisters clustered around the couch of 
the dying one. Her locks lay in thick 
profusion on her marble shoulders; her 
eyes sparkled with an unwonted brill- 
iancy. Strong were the ties that drew 
her warm heart to those Mends so ten- 
derly loved. She felt a momentaiy de- 
sire, a wish, to remahi a littie louig^t 
mih tbeuL She could bkA. Vax \^ ^^^^ 
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the grief that rent their breasts, at the 
prospect of separation. It was but mo- 
mentary! Suddenly, as if she had 
caught a glimpse of the upper world, 
she exclaimed, 



O, the transporting, rapturous scene. 
That rises to my sightl" 



She asked to be supported for a moment 
in a sitting posture, that she might look 
once more upon her favorite flowers and 
the setting sun. Intently she gazed for 
a moment upon the waving pink, and 
the graceful rose, as they were swayed 
to and fro upon the evening breeze; 
then, with inexpressible delight, she 
turned her eye heavenward, and asked 
to be replaced upon her pillow. The 
sun, which had refosed to witness the 
agony of his expiring Maker, looked 
through the latticed window as he bent 
him to his western bed, as if to see in 
the djing saint the ^f&ss^ c£t\!AlNv»r 
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rious death; and ere he had withdrawn 
his last lingering ray from the eastern 
hills, the gentle Harmony had passed 
away. Earth had lost one of its fidrest 
flowers, but heaven had gained another 
saint. 
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9SAMUELltl9-VI. 

On thy high places Israel's beauty is slaini 
The mighty one fallen, resistance is vain: 
In Oath or in Askelon raise not the voice. 
Lest Philistia's daughters in triumph rejoice. 

Ye mountains of Oilboa, neither rain nor dew. 
Nor fields of offering, be given on you; 
The shield of the mighty was there cast away. 
Of Saul the anointed, in that fatal day. 

From the blood of the slain, from the mighty one's 

spear. 
The bow of Jonathan turned not in fear: 
From the dread field of battle, where proud warriors 

faU, 
Neither empty returned the sure sword of Saul. 

Saul and Jonathan, lovely and pleasant in life. 
In death undivided, the last mortal strife— 
They were swifter than eagles, than lions more stron^g; 
Pillars in Israel, they stood firm «iA\ot4^. 
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Ye daughters of Israel, weep tears over Saul, 
Who clothed you in scarlet and jewels withal; 
Tour queenly attire, so costly and bright. 
He lavished on you, with other delight. 

The mighty are fallen, with foes they remain; 
Thou, on thy high places, O, Jonathan, slainl 
Jonathan, my brother, I'm troubled for thee: 
0, pleasant, most pleasant, hast thou been to mel 

To me was most welcome thy wonderful love — 
Womanly tenderness, and like that aboyel 
The mighty are fallen — ^moum, Israel, mouml 
The weapons are perished, nor will they letaml 
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Olivet! fair Olivetl I gaze upon thee now. 
As in the fading distance thou rear'st thy noble brow; 
I look to know if those scenes by thee are now forgot, 
Which like a halo circle around this sacred spot. 

Years, fraught with fearful moment, all one by one 

have pass'd, 
Till centuries are numbered, and still thou standest 

fast. , 
Through backward vistas gleaming thy olive walks 

I see. 
By many footsteps trodden — ^the noble and the free. 

High priest as well as beggar alike thy shadows court: 
But lo! that interesting group which to thy bowers 

resort: 
Serenely meek and noble, beneath thy shadow stands 
The Chieftain of that number. King of Judea's landl 

His Sabbath journey ended, his chosen friends among. 
Sweet words of life he utters, as on his lips they hung. 
Dim twilight throws her mantle around thy sable 

crest, 
As, marki the world's Redeemer falls prostrate on 

thy breasti 

The guilty world lies slumbering, unconscious as it 

sleeps; 
The Loud of lords till morning pTV^Qtiol y\!^\Lfi«S^ 
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Hosannas, sweet and lofty, along thy slopes now ring, 
Hosannain the highest to Dayid's chosen EingI 

Sweet hymns of moumfnl sadness thy toneless ear 

now greet; 
Now, prostrate in the garden outstretching at thy 

feet. 
In agony most fearful the great Bedeemer lay. 
Thrice earnestly imploring the cup to pass awayl 

A sacred awe thy bosom thrills, as in submissive tone 
He cries, " Thy will, not mine, O, God! Father, thy 

will be done!" 
Olivetl bless'd Olivetl thou highly-favored hill. 
Behold thy risen Savior stands, with keys of death 

and helll 

Transcendent glory crowns his head. 

His hands in blessings rise; 
Adoring angels hail him back 

To his own native skies. 
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PARAFHBASE OF ISAIAH LXH, T, 8. ». 

The loving-kindness of the Lord 

Hath been on us bestowed; 
This will I mention, this will sing; 

His praises will I laud. 

Oreat goodness he to Israel show'd. 
And boundless mercies gave: 

Vast multitudes of kindnesses. 
To bless, protect, and save. 

He bore them all the days of old. 

In pity did redeem; 
The angel of his presence saved. 

And kept them from their sin. 

And when affliction pressed them sore. 

He was afflicted too; 
He carried them in tender love 

Their weary journey through. 
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On the pebblj shore I stood. 
Musingly, in pensive mood; 
Thoughts of other days were there, 
When cloudless was the sky, and fair. 

Hope and Joy went laughing by. 
Ere my heart had drawn a sigh: 
Joy now held a sparkling cup, 
Eyer blissful whisper'd Hope. 

But the clouds are gathering fast. 
For those smiling days are past; 
Storms now o'er my pathway sweep- 
Oft I turn aside to weep. 

On life's sea too roughly toss'd. 
Fearful lest my bark be lost, 
.Still upon the shore I stood. 
Musingly, in fearful mood: 

Low a lily sunk to rest, 

On the waters' troubled breast; 

Quietly it shut its eye. 

Though the storm was in the sky; 

Like an infant on the breast, 

Or its downy cradle nest: 

Though the rocking winds were strong. 

Peacefully it slumbered on. 
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Trusting He who placed it there. 
For its helpless form would care. 
Hope her bow of promise hung. 
Darkly-rolling clouds among: 

Faith put forth a stronger hand. 
Grasping at a fairer land; 
Hope and Joy returned again. 
Proving that my fears were vain. 
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Sleep, lovelj boy! 
I would not wake thee from thy quiet rest. 
Though once again to gaze upon thine eye. 
Sparkling with childish glee, would draw the barb 
Of bitter anguish from mj bleeding heart. 
O, no! thj mother would not wake thee, boj. 
Though sad and deep this heavy slumber falls 
Upon thy weary lids. Those busy hands 
And bounding feet, how motionless and stilll 
No more this listening ear shall catch the tones 
That thrill'd thy mother's heart; that merry laugh 
And joyous shout are hush'd; and e'en 
That beating heart is lulled, no more to wakel 

Ah no, it is a fearful 'v4sion alll 
A troubled dream, from which I soon shall wake 
To conscious happiness. My sunny child 
Will now arouse — ^he hears his mother's voice. 
For see, though chill the dews upon his brow, 
A sweet smile plays upon his parting lips. 
They move — ^they speak I list I he whispers 
Loved ones' names! O, no— 'tis but the echo 
Of his parting words; he can wake no more! 

He's dead! My boy, Eugene, is dead! 

Alas! alas! my heart dies at the sound. 

Be hush'd, my wayward thoughts; my son shall wake 

A^ain to more than mortal life. Father, 

\ 
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Forgave thy erring child this burst of woe: 

I bow submissive to thy chasfning rod; 

'Twas Cfad who gave, and he his own has called. 
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Thus Hum wert written <m raadiBg a ihort Uographieal skctek 
of th* lif« of MiM DaTidsoB, in which it was stated that the be- 
fan to Tbjn» at four yaan of ago,, and that sho wioto nanon till 
after she was in the- deeUae ef whioh ihe-Oied^ When too ema- 
eiated to sit Qp> her mother took her hand, and kissing it, said, 
"Dear Maggj, shall I neirer sMie have a line ftom this handl" 
To whioh she reified in verse, to whioh aSisioB is made in the 
following lines: 



AlftsI thou rare and gifted one. 
Thou wast unmeet for earth; 

Thy harp is now a tuneless thing. 
Unstrung to grief or mirth. 

When first we saw thy tiny hand 
Sweep o'er the passive strings. 

We wondered that a laughing child 
Should court the muses^ wings. 

To waft her from her infont sports^ 
Sweet childhood's sunny sphere. 

To where the gifted ones of earth 
Th' inspiring Nine reverew 

We listened to the warbling notes. 

As, floating on the air. 
They fell upon the grateful ear 

like matin-whisper'd prayer. 
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We saw thee when the deep'ning flush 

First flitted o'er thy face. 
And told that childhood's prattling reign 

To youth had given place. 

We listened for the caroling 

Of song and mirthful glee— 
The sprightly lay, which tells the heart 

From sorrow's touch is fieee; 

Or for the deep, impassion'd flood. 

Which hope and fear combine. 
To pour an offering at the foot 

Of Cupid's rosy shrine^ 

Thy harp is mute; it breathes no sound 

Of joy or mingled woes; 
And yet, within that flashing eye 

The fire of genius glows. 

We saw thy lovely, fragile form. 

Again hang o'er thy Ijrre, 
As with a hasty, trembling hand. 

Thou swept'st the strings of fire. 

It breathes one deep, impassion'd strain. 

Which those can only swell 
Who love the ways of righteousness. 

And shun the paths of hell. 

One strain of pure devotion given— 

"My Moiher and my God!'* 
She sung no more of earth or heaven, 

But slumber'd 'neaJAk ^bft «\ftdu 
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You ask me what place in earth'ii bosom I'd lie. 
When deep, dreamless sleep shall hare sealed up my 

eye: 
I would lie, I would lie— not with friends nor foes. 
Nor yet where cold marble my dust should inclose. 

Nor like the lone stranger, unmoum'd, would I sleep. 
Nor yet where loVd friends would assemble to weep: 
I would lie, not inhum'd 'neath the funeral pyre. 
Where sad Hindoo wives clasp their lords in the fire. 

The deep, vaulted sepulcher, too, would I shun, 
Where the cold vapors gather, far from the sun; 
The close, crowded church-yard instinctive I dread. 
Where thousands so measuredly walk o'er the dead. 

Nor yet on the coral of ocean's broad bed 
Could I lie, and peacefully pillow my head, 
Tho' sea-maids most sweetly my requiem should sing, 
And Neriads should fan me with pearl-color'd wing. 

I would lie, I would lie— ayl ihere would I lie. 
Where the cool, rippling stream flows gushingly by: 
In the deep-bosom'd glen, where low cephyrs sigh. 
And nothing above me but the heavens on high I 




_A 



€n n ftitik ot ^aittitg. 

You ask for a token of Mendship from me: 
No memento have I that's worthy of thee; 
Good wishes I leave jon, and oft breathe a prayer, 
That fortune still bless thee and smile eveiy-where. 

And 01 since on earth we find friendship so sweet, 
With what fall emotions of sonl shall we meet. 
When our dross is throWn off, onr gold is refin'd. 
And naught can infect the onperishing mindl 

May angels of mercy thy footsteps attend. 
And lead thee to Him who is more than bl friend — 
Who hath laid down his life to purchase thy love, 
And crown thee, with glory unfading, abovel 
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^t Winitx Wh}i, 

Wht sighest thon thnt fitfollj. 
Thou rathless winter scourge? 

Soon will the welcome zephyr 
Betum to chant thy dirge. 

Say, art thou still insatiate? 

Wilt still relentless seem? 
Recall the thousand mischiefs 

Which thou alone hast seen. 

O, say, where hast thou driveii 
Thy dark and fearful car? 

And what thine eye hath greeted. 
With elements at war? 

" The flaming borealis 

I've quenched with Arocen spray; 
Pve heaved the boundless ocean 

To form my icy way. 

l*Ye caused the lofty forest. 
Like drunkard, to and fro 

To reel before the tempest's wrath. 
And whirled the massy snow. 

IVe torn, with wild tornado. 
The stately, gallant bark — 

Ingfulf 'd her during inmates 
In billows cold and dark. 
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I've seen the pliunj songster 

Forget to chant her note. 
And fly her sylvan bowers. 

To regions far remote. 

Fye seen the hapless stranger, 

Thrill'd with the thoughts of home. 

Perchance to loved ones hastening. 
Fall in an icy tomb. 

IVe seen the homeless wand'rer^, 

Overcome with grief and care. 
Sink down beneath my ire. 

With none to heed his prayer. 

IVe seen heart-rending ang^uish 

Strike deep the widow's heart, 
To see her hapless orphans 

Pierced by my chilling dazt. 

And now, I'm half repenting 

The havoc I have made; 
Half worn with age and sorrow-, 

I'm sinking to my grave.' 
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€^t Ststittit. 

"A oliuig« o«m« o'«r the spirit tii har draam." 

Shs seemed, in her glad, young spirit's pride. 
Like a blushing flow'r at the fountain's side — 
Like a genii fair, in some mountain cove. 
In the fairy world which her fancy wove. 

With a dancing step and a laughing eye. 
She greeted old Time as he pass'd her by; 
And beauty she wore like a rainbow bright. 
Imbedded in clouds of a shadowy light. 

Not the lily's snow or the rose's tint. 
With the changing smiles of the sunbeams blent, 
Gould rival the glow of that chisel'd brow. 
Varying the while with the soul's deep flow. 

The homage which was paid as her dower. 
She despised as a time-wither'd flower: 
Heeded not, craved not, the tribute of praise. 
Which she gained in her girlhood's young days. 

Still pass'd her fleet hours in gladness thus on. 
As the clear, deep streamlet flows smoothly along. 
A change o'er her girl's gay vision has pass'd. 
Like a weak reed she has bent to the blast. 

O, pass'd this fair one in sadness away. 
As storm-darkened clouds shut the blue eye of day; 
The deep, sparkling fount of her spirit's rich mine. 
Has she pour'd an oblation at treachery's shrinel 

Z 
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Like a lilj droops 'neath the dark, rolling stream, 
Her lone heart sank, and fhnn hope had not a gleam: 
Like the spraj-moisten'd flower, the storm overpast. 
She smiles forth more sweet from the soul-chilling 
blast. 

The image that blighted her bright, snnnj mom 
With the breath of deceit, she hath cast bj in scorn; 
A spirit so pure conld not sorfow to part 
With so worthless a thing as a treacherous heart. 

A soft, chastened smile wears the proud penciled 

brow. 
As she breathes forth to Hearen her low, fervent vow; 
The soul's deep deyoti<m, unmingled, 's now given. 
An offisring meet, to its own native heaven. 
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« Tin MMtor ii ookn«» nd cillktii ftr thM.* 

Pcx» tvundering outcast. 

Now blinded by sin, 
Faint glimm'rings around thee, 

Deep darkness within. 
Thick dangers surrennd thee; 

Thou mayest not flee. 
The Master is now cottiB, 

And calleth for tiiee: 
He calls to repentance; 

Now, sinner, incline. 
Nor still deafen thj ear 

To a call so divine. 

Lone heart-stricken mourner. 

Distracted with fears. 
His feet wouldest thou la^e 

With penitent tears; 
Approach, be not faithless. 

His mercy you'll see. 
The Master is now come. 

And calleth for thee: 
He calls you his light yoke 

And burden to prove: 
His yoke is most easy. 

His burden is love. 
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Poor badcslider in heart. 

Who wanderest «far. 
Though thou oanst aot now see 

The bright Morning Star, 
Draw nearer his presence: 

An eye jou will see 
Still watching in pity> 

And calling for thee: 
" Return, O, backslider, 

111 turn me to theel" 
Thus the Master is come. 

And calleth for thee. 

Weak, doubting Ohristiaa, 

Whose faith is so small. 
The mustard's small seed 

Surpasses thy all, 
O, trust thou in the Lord; 

His power youll see: 
Harkl hear now his kind call — 

He calleth for thee; 
He calls you to put on 

The armor of light; 
Be strong in his power— 

His power of might. 

Heayenward, joyous pilgrim. 

Thy race nearly run. 
Thy work all here on earth 

Most faithfoUy done-» 
Awaiting the message 

Thy spirit to free: 
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The loved Master is comey 
And calleth for tliee: 

He calls thee to enter 
The joy of thy Lord, 

The holy, thrice holy. 
By angels adored. 
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Mabyxl not, mother, that you see 

My freely-flowing tears, . 
Nor think thy daughter's lingering eye 

Weeps o'er her girlish years. 

'Tis true those days were rife with sweets 

That mock at riper years; 
But yet their mem'ry call'd not forth 

This unsought gush of tears. 

Kind mother, fix thy anxious eye 

No longer on thy son. 
Nor fear he proves less tender now 

Than when my faith he won. 

I weep not for those golden days. 
Which bless'd me as they pass'd 

With such a childlike sense of bliss. 
Too fresh and sweet to last. 

I sigh not for love's tones, that feU 

Like music on my ear — 
They softly, sweetly greet me yet. 

When my dear husband's near. 

I grieve not for those anxious smiles. 
That watched my youthful years; 

Thy own so brightly image them, 
Tbej quell my rising leaxa. 
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I weep not that some hidden grief 
Has checked my early mirth: 

I weep to think how much of hearen 
Is left ns yet on earth. 
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0, BXAUTxruL, most beautiful. 

Those floating yisions be; 
They melt before our wondering eyes 

Like moonlight on the sea. 

IVe gazed upon their rarying forms. 

Their erer-changing dye. 
Till fancy deem'd that angel wings 

Were horering o'er our sky. 

When tones of melting cadence sweet 

Steal softly o'er the }ea» 
I dream these wand'ring minstrel clouds 

Are chanting hymns to me. 

They paint on my enraptur'd soul 

Such images of bliss. 
They half uncurtain to my view 

A brighter world than this. 

But most I lore to gace upon 

Their soft imbedded form. 
When, like some airy vehicle. 

They ride above the storm; 

To think them some ethereal couch. 

By waiting angels press'd. 
Whereon the storm-toss'd, weary soul, 

Belea/sed from eaitih, &iid& t«!X». 
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1 00MB, I come, with a sober pace. 
With pensive smiles and a matron grace; 
IVe doff 'd the bright and gorgeous vest. 
With which the summer days were dresa'd. 

I bring not the music of that gladd'ning strain. 
Which summer brought in her joyous train; 
But I bring the sweet and the plaintiye harp. 
That softens the soul and soothes the heart. 

I wear not a garland of laughing hoe, 
Nor a glowing sky of a violet blue; 
But my wreath is tinged with a golden dye» 
And I bring a rich and a mellow sky. 

I come with my bland and cooling breath 
To fan the feverish cheek to health; 
I come with my stores of yellow grain. 
With m;^ nectar fruit and my fertile rain. 

I come to bless our beauteous earth. 
With plenteous days and social mirth; 
I come to spread my bounteous board 
For the peasant mean and the noble lord. 
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Lilus of the purest snow 
On Afnc's arid bosom grow; 
Maiden of the crisped hair. 
Wore ye e'er a garb so fair? 

Lilies of a milky hue. 
Shaded with the softest blue, 
Japan hillocks gayly dress, 
Richer than their nobles' rest. 

Lilies of a crimson glow 
On the far-spread prairies grow; 
Indian maiden of the west. 
Wore you e'er so choice a dress? 

Lilies of a scarlet dye 
Glow beneath a southern sky; 
Fair one, with thine eye of light, 
Wore you e'er a robe so bright? 

Garments of refulgent shade 
David's royal son arrayed; 
Yet the lily on its stem 
Far outshone his diadem. 

Do not seek with anxious care 

What you shall hereafter wear; 

See the lily of the plain. 

And know that all your cares axe ^«asi. 
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God who olothesy with restments nure» 
LilieB which so transient nre, 
Will he not his children dress— 
Ohildren he de%hts to bless? 

Faith looks upward to the skies, 
" Yes,** with trusting heart replies, 
" God clothes the grass, the rarens feedSj 
And knows that all these things we need. 
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